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lay all armed under an apple-tree"; or ucFair fellow '
said Sir Ector, *knowest thou in this country any
adventures that be here nigh hand? *" If only he could
always have written so! But, like most of his age, Malory
lacks sense of form. He has made a strange shapeless
muddle of his story, as of his ideas; so that it remains
hard, I think, to understand how T, E. Lawrence could
take the Mortt d* Arthur as his one book into the wastes
of Arabia; and pronounce, after translating the Odyssey,
that it was a poorish poem after all. The Odyssey seems to
me, on the contrary, a standing proof of the superiority of
work that, with all its Romantic dreaming, yet maintains
to the end Classic sanity and sclf-controL
But the Mart* d* Arthur is the testament of a dying age*
Like his Sir Bedivere, Malory is left sighing in his solitude
for a world of chivalry that has already passed away:
a fifteenth-century Don Quixote, watching indignantly
while round him the Pastons and their like are laying the
new foundations of an England of shopkeepers; a stone
crusader, stark in his armour on his grey tomb, amid the
grosser, more vital figures of Breughel's world. For now
above the ashes of the fair dames of yesteryear, of Elaine
and Iseult and Ettarre, Frangois Villon is already
chanting, with a leer at all Romance:
Folles amours font les gens bestes;
Salmon en ydolatria,
Samson en perdit ses lunettes.
Bien est eureux qui riens n*y a*
Follies of love leave an addled pate,
Love bowed to idols Solomon's wit,
Samson, he lost his eyes that gate,
Lucky are they that are quit of it.